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whish a-esrtain rather guestiomable admar-
stion was quite & lngc&unni). a mixtare
certainly picturesque enough for the use of
themostexarting of romantic artists,

Days sdi by. Orton improved rap-
idly. ”’.l‘!:e’nr:ld man, Felicie and the colored
avere very sitentive and kind to him.
is celored wyouth, Bobo by name, was a
uist, reserved guadroon whose shrewdness
did not show in his rather languid face.
He was of medium statare, slenderly though
compactly built, and by no menns ill
favored. The offices performed by him were
those of & trusted and intelligent house
servani., Lately be bad been watching at
night beside Orton’s bed. He usually came
in at about 11 o'clock and remained unuil
after daylight had appesred.

Ogpe night Bobe had sowething to say to
Orton, a message to deliver, and he scarcely
koew how 1o begin, Orton became aware
of this through the fellow’s behavior, and
after some diplomacy got him started. The
fact is the artist was suspecting that possi-
biy the message was from Felicie, butin
this he was mistaken.

“You know the little ma'm’zelle over at
Mo'sien Garcin’s, do you, Mo'sieu Orton?"'
Bobo bagan looking sidewise at Oricn as he
spoke.

**Lalie, you mean?""

““Yes, mo'sien.”’

**Oertainly, I do.”

The young quadroon remsined silent for
8 while, still eyeing Orton out of the cor-
pers of his dark yellow eyes. Presently he
peid:

*“WWell, she wants to know when you are
coming back there.”

“Oh, 1 don’t koow, Bobo, perbaps never,
I shali go awsy &s soon as I get strong
enough; but when did you see Lalie, Bobo?""
said Orton in & kindly tone of inquiry.

The slave grisned and shook bhis bead
significsntly. “You mustn’t ask me that,

mo'sien, i1 you please. My master does’

not sllow me to go there. He bhates them
all, you know."

“‘But they koow that I am here and safe,
do they, Bobo?"

*Yes, mo'sien.” )

“And is Monsieur Garcin safe and well?"

“Yes, mo'sien.”

*Well, Bobe, if vom ever seethem tell
them that Isend my best regards, that I
shall always remember them.”

“Yes, mo'sien.”

The slave sat with his eves downeasi, and
for awhile was silent. Presently he looked
up with a sharp, inquiring Flince,and said;

“Mo'sien wonld hike to get away?”

“When I am stronger 1 shall go,*” Orton
enswered, but he was not thinking especial-
Iy of what he was saying. His mind was
full of other thinEn

Bobo smiled knowingly and shook his
bead as if to ss¥ that he very much donbted
whether the young man could do just as he
pleased sbout quitting Rochon place.

When Orton had recovered sufficiently to
pace his room with the aid of s chsir and to
git in the window that overlooked the bay
or to lounge in the onethat faced the woods,
Fochon liked to come np sand spend some
time with bim in conversation. The old
man, reserved in 8 way, was vet quite freeto
speak ol certain parts of his wild, adventure-
some life, though Ortén noted that time and

lace were usually not given when anygd-
ticularly interestingincident was described.
He spoke very fully of his niece, giving
Oriou & history of ber life, from whieh it
sppeared that she was an orvhan from in-
fanc®, her parents having been victims of
some one of the dreadful massacres in the
West Fndies.

““She hes bad no oneto look to but me,”
said he, “and Gnd knows I am a bad guar-
dian for a girl like ner. She onght to be in
Paris or in London, among the people who
can best appreciste beauty and loveliness,

It was first time Orton had heard a
tender word fall trom the old man’s lips. A
geutle sentiment {rom & man like Bochon is
singularly effective. A tremendons snimal
force behind it, and the ponderous rough-
pess which asts as foil for it, make it so
different trom an ordinary expression of
buman p._tm!._nth}'. and give it such quality
as comes only of extraordinary elgments of
life. Orton felt this, and grew strangely
attsehed 10 Bochan, studyving hisgiantesque
traits and adwiring his lion-like attitndes
sud motions, One morning the old man had
come early to Orton's reom, and was stand-
ing &t the window overlooking the woods.
Suidenly he turned upon Orion and bluntly
depssnded: “What do you suppose makes
thut littie nigger wench of Garcin's skulk
sroutid kere? 1've seen her every day for
a week past, lurking in the edge of the
woods.™

“Lalie, do you mean?" inquired Orton.

“Garcin’s girl, Lal, yes," responded
Rochon. “the little pop-eved weoch has
some devilment in her head, I think, snd if
T get hold of ber 1"l thrash her with a cow-
w=hip till she'll be glad to go about her own
besiness.”

Boho was standing by with a stupid ex-
pression oo his face, but Orton noticed &
malignant gleam in kis half-closed eyes and
s curious twitching a2t the angles or his
heavy jaws

Rochon soon after left the room.

*Is Lalie really hangine around here, as
Mousieur Bochon suys?"” Orton inquired of
the negro.

“1 don't know, mo'sien, certainly,” said
Bobe; but it was ensy to see he was lving.

“Tell her, Bobo, to go home, do you
henr?”

“Lalie has no home now," repliel the pe-
gro with & strauge strain of patbetie sug-
gestion in his voice.

Orton started. ¥or the first time a real-
ization of the utter ruin of the Garcin home
swept into his mind, and with it the desola-
tion of Lalie's life came in startling dis-
tinctness. Perhaps his imagioation made
more of it than the facts warranted; but
there must have been gresl distress over on
Bayou Galere after the visitation of cld
Rochon and his followers,

“No home, vou say, Boba? Lalie has no
place to stay™’

“Oh, she would not go up o He
Teland with her folks,” zaid the slave d:l?h
fully, as he gozed steadily at the floor and
lszily twirled Lis thumbs. “She stsys with
Manme Bobert, the fortune-teller.

All this was very unsatisfactorv to Orton.
Tt distressed him, but he conid think of no
way to relieve the situation. He lesned
upon the sill of the o window and gazed
down into the tender gioom of the moss-
hung forest where s chorus of birds shook
the tangied sprays with their songs. This
slender, but intense, touch eof tragedy
brought out by Bobo's acconnt of Lalie
Garcin had thrilled throughout Orton’s
senses. . He was in 3 manner dazed by the
ﬁuun suggested. And at this moment, as

leaned out of the window und aimlessly
glazeed from rift to rint in the trees, his eves
met those of Lalie looking fixedly at him.
Her festures were pinched and eager, her
bair somewhst disheveled; in band she held
ber gun.

CHAFTER VIL

THE VENTURE OF LALIE GARCIK.

It was but 8 momentary elimpse, such as
the hunter sometimes bas of some wild
fiskoe animal whose eyes flash out of the
erepuscular nooks in the densest woods, but
Orton kne~ Lalie Garcin's face and felt the
strange effect of her searching look. Inm
that speond of time be realized (what he had
not faffly thought of belore) that the girl
was reslly & negro of perhaps quarter blood.
Bhe disappeared instantly, leaving him
in no happy frame of mind.

When Mlile. Rochon came in & few min-
utes Inter Orton was in a brown study, still
leaping over the window sill and met
aware of her presence. BShe paused inwvol-
untarily just inside the room and stood
balismiling as she looked upon his knight-
Iy strength of frame and the Juxurisnce of
bright gold bair curliag over his shapely
shootdure— Tataly he had been improving
rapidly, and now it fashed inte her mind
that be must soon be strong enough to go
sway. The tho bad its psog, and with
it the sweet sense of & grest sddi-
tion to the value of life came like some
wafi from & perfumed and bloomy Eden of
which she had bhad masy girlish dreams
during the loxurious isolation of her past

“Good morning, Mopsieur Orion,” she
presently exelsimed.

Li‘ | Il.l". _ o

“IWhat do you find so sttractive down
there in the trees?” she added, ss he tarned

to answer her greeting.

If Felicie Rochon had besn beautiful
heretofore in Orton’s eyes, she was lovely in
her queen-like loftiness and sweetness. Bhe
came and sat down on the window sill beside
him, a fine glow in her :ﬂ&hﬂh :&dm

es the light of superb t
;};ppinﬂl, albeit a certsin uneasiness was
stirring in heart.

“1 suw nothing attractive, mademoiselle,
but something that has touched me deeply.”

“And what was it?" she asked.

“It was little Laliec Garcin,” he said, very
gravely, almost sadly. “What will become
of her, little girl!"

“Oh, but these negroes can get alongal-
most any way,” replied Felicie indifferently
euonai.l. but without any of the heartless.
ness the words might seem toim ply.

““The Garcins had such a beautiful home
over there on the Bavou Galere,”" he insist-
ed; “‘it must be terrible to them- fo lose it
and 1 such a way."

“A deligbtful home, monsieur,”” she re-
peatad, “the Garcins?"

He saw by bher looks and by the tone in
which she spoke that she knew nothing of
the real fucts connected with the tragedy at
the bayou—that she was quite ignorant
of the strange barbaric luxury with
which Garein and his family had been
surrounded. Orton felt at once that he must
not enlighten her too much.

“Oh, well,” he remarked, * h
many comforts usually denied to people like
them."

She changed the subject and began to nsk
him quutlcﬁ:esdlhom E'L!‘ York and the life
of people in great cities. She had the
hunger for world koowledge which attacks
all healthy-minded young persons reared in
isolation with aceess to s fuil of romance
and v. He had already disclosed his
own life-history to her, but she conld not
tire of hearing about society snd manners
and customs of the people with whom he
had been reared. He told her his experi-
ence 85 Ao art student in Paris and Eome,
of his tramps in Switzerland and his wander-
ings in England and Secotland. It was
charming to watch the play of color in her
face and to hear the quick come and go of
her breath as she followed his words with
the eager, unreserved iuterest of a child.
What he said was all a fairy story to her in
the wonder of it, and yet she felt that he
was unfelding real life to her.

““‘And very soon you will be goiag back
to that delightful world,” she said, pres=
ently, with a long, fluttering sigh. “How I
wish—'' She sto short, and s rosy
blush flashed into her cheeks.

Some influence, like the perfume of rare
flowers, stole over Orton. He felt it ereep
into every fiber of his hesrt, exalting him to
intoxieation. He looked into her deep sweet
eves, now softened almost to tears, and saw
the innocence and purity of hersoul reflected
there. His hand was trembling when he
lsid it upon hers.

¥Felicie,” he said, in 8 voioe heavy with
tie moment's rapture, ‘il I conld you
how I love you—may I tell you?”

Ehe sprang up, flushed more, then turoed
white. He held her hand. *“T will tell
vou, for I must, I cannot help it. I want
you to be my wife."”

Bobo, who had been in the rooma moment
before, had slipped out, as some unusual
sounds, unnoticed by Orton and Mile,
Rochon, came from some quarter near the
-house. A gunshot had rung out keen and
clear, followed pretty soon by some con-
fused noises. quick esr of the negro
had caucht certain significant accents of
the sounds and he had fled like s shadow
down the stairs and out into the edge of the
forest on the west side of the house.

Orion would have scarcely heard the
bursting of a thunderstorn overhead, for he
stood up all forget(ul that he ever had felta
wound, holding close-clasped in his arms
the Lily of Rochon. _

In those days, much more than now, there
was romance in Jovemaking, and the mo-
ment of all moments in life was that when
**8pirits rushed together at the touching of
the lips.” Love st first sight and u-m'\’gn
without long fashionable delavs were the
sweets of vouthiul experience. It was fit-
ting, it was beautiful, and it was the just
culmination of life for those strong and
imaginntive yonog people that love esme in
and ecrowned them at the moment when one
was about to need so much the protection of
the other.

‘While the old, old dramaof love was thus
being enacted within the stately\ Rochon
house, the tragedy of sudden death had dis-
closed itsell just beyond the walls at the
edee of the wood.

Gaspard Eochon, with s heavy cow-whi
in his hand, had gone in sesrch of Lalig
Garcin. He could not brook the thought
that a negro should dare to play the spy
upon hiz estate, much less & Garcin negro.

“The eneaking little wench!” he ex-
claimed with a scowl, which on his faze
was peculiarly sinister, “T'll teach her how
to be miu: in at my windows.”

He seen her down there as hechanced
to look out of Orton’s casement, and some-
thing in the respectful friendliness of Or
ton’s tone in speaking of her had exasper-
ated the old man mightily.

Lalie in fact had no evil motive in linger-
ing aronnd Rochon place. The desire tosee
Orton, of whose convalescence she had heard
throngh Bobo, was her only impulse in the
matter. It was rarely indeed that ome of
her race thought of yengeance upon & white
who had done a wrong, no matter how great;
but if the virus of revenge once set itself in
the negro blood there was no andidote but
death. The girl would have fled when Ro-
chon approached her had she seen him a
little sooner; but she was watching the win-
dow in which Orton and Felicie Rochon
were vimble; and she had neither eyes nor
ears for anvthing else. The blood was sll

one from her face, leaving it a strange ashy
ﬁmwn, her eves were burning, her lips
purple and com he was as rigid
and almost as lost to her immediate sur-
roundings as if she had been s statne. Re-
cent experiences with the bitter deprivations
attending them bad left her without those
little sdornments and graces which bhad done
so much for her hﬂi—nvﬂbeuuly. and now
che looked distraught ost as she gazed
fixedly up at the open window, her hair dis-
heveied, her s drawn, her brows fur-
rowed with the strain of her intense feel-
ing.

““Ho, here! you little black wench! What
are you doing here? roared old Bochen, as
he rushed forward sod brought down his
whip on the girl's shoulders with a keen
swish and aloud thwack. “Up with yon
and be gone from here or 11l thrash yon to
death in a minute!” He strock n.
That was the last time that Gas Ro-
chon's whip ever fell upon a negro.  Lalie
leaped to her feetand tpn.ng away. Asshe
did so she faced sbout and confronted her
asssilant. The old man saw the muzzle of
her leveled gun and jumped forward to
strike it down. Too Iate. The slender jet
of fire and smoke snd the ringing report
came first. He was shot throogh tha heart.

Bobo appeared on the spot 4 few minutes
Ister and Lalie was gone. He stood for a
moment gazing at the dying old man, then,
with a borrible Jook in his face, be picked
up & beavy pine knot that lay near and de-
livered three or four heavy biows upon Ro-
chon's head. This done heran wildly sway
into the woods in pursuit of Lalie.

[ Concluded Nezt Sunday.]
" Copyright, 18%, by Maurice Thampson.
THE COST OF PRIVATE CARS,
Not Wickin the Meuns of ANl of Us, Yot Less

Than Reported.
St. Louls Globe-Demoerat. ]
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NTE MEETS

While on His
and Casuaily Refers to

SOME OF THEIR PECULIARITIES,

Joseph Cook, Dr. Mary Walker and Rasle-
. Dazzle Riddlebsrger. .

AND WHERE DO YOU GO FROM HERE?

[WRITTEN FOR THE DISPATCH.]

HE life of & barn-
stormer is filled with
change, in one sense.
He is+ coostantly
mecting with differ
ent people, Almost
nll of them are that

Wiy, They are dif-
wrent from each
other. This is =

wise provision of
nature by means of

" which we are en-
abled to distinguish individuals, one from
the other. The barn stormer moving .lbf!ll%
the country, therefore, has an opportunity
for the stody of human nature which is
really wonderful, He sees large numbers
of people everywhere, cxcepting in his
audiences, of course. This ia really the
only place where he can be by himseli—
where he can be alone and commune with
himself.

Strolling nbout over the Union, as I hava
for the past four months, I have had the
pleasure of seeing and communing with &
number of men, all prominent in some line,
nnd thinking that their personal appear-
ance as it struck me might be of interest to
the reader, I have reluctantly consented to
write some impressions of a few under the

1 title of “Eminent Men Whom I
ve Saw.”
THE GREATEST MAN OX EARTH.

Joseph Cook. as tke greatest mdn we
have on the face of the earth to-day, accord-
ing to calculations made b{ himself, ‘would
naturally come first, Heisa grand man,
engaged in thinking thoughts all the time,
of which ne is the theme. He occasionsally
takes & day off, during which he curses the
newspapers in an earnest way, and then he
goes back to hover over his porcelsin nest-

of thought. :

Joseph Cook might havea good deal of
ran if he would just overses the universe
davtimes and let some oneelse dn it at nizht,
but the slightest irregularityin the habits
of a planet will bring Joe out of bed in an
instant. He worries all the time for fear
that a newlaid planet will wander away
ints the brash and get lost,

He dreads to die, not so much on his
own account, but becapse he wants to

Joseph Cook at Work,

be spared to those who are so poorly pre-
plgtn get alonf without him,

When he is colicky and fretful it is not
that he cares a cent about it personally, but
because he is all the time-aflmid to die and
leave the universe in the hands of the Cre-
ator. He has been sccustomed for so long
to go around with & Jong-mosed oil ecan
searching for a bot journal ia the solar sys-
tem that be setually believes himsell o be
]nrsely responsible for atmospherie con-
ditions and astronomical phenomena.

In direct contrast with the frm and -seli-
reliant Cook, let me briefly mention the
name of the shy and reticent Dr. Mary
Walker, of Washington, D. C. Bhrinking
at all times from the gaze of the world, lift-
ing st times her sunny little head like a
dewr daffodil with a pen-wiper overcoat,
and then again shutting up like a jackknife,
she is seen no.more for quite a while.

A NEW WEINEKLE IN PANTS.

Dr, Mary Walker dresses plainly atall
times, and at eventide iroms out her own
trousers so that the crease down the leg or
limb is the envy and sdmiration of all the
other men in Washington. 8he says, how-
ever, that in ease you are not w Fyou can
obtain s hot flat-iron, you may fold the trons-
ers straight down from the first suspender
batton in front, briugn‘f these two buttons
together, and with a fold down the center of
the back you have them in good shape to
agein fold direetly across the knee. Then
by pu them under the mattress, yon
will find in the morning & very desirable
creass down the front of each leg or limb of
the pants, or trousers,

Dr. Mary Walker is a self-made man,
weighing, in health, a liftle over 83 pounds,
She wears a Derby hat, “Lord Chumley”
oyercoat, trousers of elephant’s-breath
cheviot, held in place by meansof broad
knit bine yarn saspenders with red morocco
ends, Formerly she wore a more frail but
more atiractive suspender, but experience
has taught Doe that we should not allow
our love for the besutiful to overcome our
reverence for the imperishable,

Her practice prevents her in a grest de-
gree from mixing up in society, even if it
were not for her shrinking nature. hen
she does go ont, however, the matter of
decollette dress does mot worry her. . She
never wore a low cut dress in her life, and
yet people may be found everywhers who
will tell you that she has done very little
for the of society. She wearss swal-
low- coat on dress occasions, snd, in
winter, to prevent taking cold, wears the
vest of her business sait next to her in order
to protect the chest. She steps blithely
along the street, trying to be a perfect gen-
tleman, bot meeting with insurmountable
obstacles at “"I{m

Dr. Mary Walker may be seen
at the various departments in Washington,
modestly asking to be appointed to some-
t.hingé or later on escaping from the door of
the department hurriedly, in response to an
appeal by the doorkeeper.

A CHEERFUL OHAPPIE,
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Dr. Mary Walker at Home,

A few weeks ago I mét on board a Boston
bound train the venerable Josish B. Grin-
nell, for whom the thriviu%lyonu city of
Grinnell was naamed. Heis as hale and
hearty as he was when the historical inei-
dent occurred which gave him his start and
mude 8 classic of that simple sentence,
""Young Man, Go West.”

HE WENT WEST.

*Josiah was the young man to whom Hor-
nce Greeley addressed the above remark,
und Mr. Grinnell has demonstrated that it
was & wise one. While the chances are
somewhat narrowed down fora yo man
now to go West and start a city and build
&n opera house and open a bauk, the theory
that a young man will do, better among
strangers as a rule than where he has grown

bors, holds good. Itis a good thi t
he shonld have the props knocked o:’t‘ from
under him instead of rocking back.in the
home nest and opening his birdling mouth
50 0% to reveal his inmost thoughts, st the
same time expecting from year to yesr that
the parent bird will come and drop a large,
juiey worm in it.

Mr. Grinuoell still has the letter written by
Mr. Gresley at the time, and although he
has not yet succeeded in rﬂ.dinguu all, he is
absolutely certain, slmost, that Mr. Greeley

that he wonld do well to go West.
And so he did. It seems odd, now, that Mr,
Grinnell should have been addressed as
“young man,” for he is in the sere and yel-
low leaf period, having just left his measure
for & new set of teeth a few days before I
saw him, and which had not as yet been de-
livered. But he was s good talker, none the
less, and as full of lite sson the day he
sturted out for Springfield, then a very
voung town, and begin to do newspaper
work in order to fit himself for the ministry.
He quit the pnlpit on acoount of his voice,
which, in trying to adjust itsell to the
acoustics of his salary, gradually narrowed
down until it could not be heard nd the
third row in the orchestra.

1 tried to get his photograph for nse in
this letter, but he hesitated and finally got
olll:s of h“'tl::: glso saw lllli,llll“‘llluuicler. and I
thought that perha e & udies
miglt allowing ril plain lndpr?nggvd
features to appear near my own piguant and
sunny face. So I forgave himand we
the best of friends. is a very fluent con-
versationalist and P rohibitionist. He
speaks earnestly about the evils of rom, and
he has the right of it so far. How he will
succeed with prohibition I do not know.
Certainly there are places where it will take
weeks and weeks yet to thoroughly over-
come the evil.

Take Washington, for instance, during &
great celebration. Probably for months
“g_t “znu ean get intoxiutina 1

ington if you go at it right
your way up to the bar.
RAZZILE-DAZZLE RIDDLEBERGER.

This natarally brings up to my mind the
name of “‘Razzle-Dazzle” Riddleberger,who
has just closed his tempestuous career as &
Senator, and whe may now at home, in the
quiet of his back yard,
highly flavored past. As us the Con-
gr Record will contain only the most
meager account of his closing remarksin the
Senate, but it will go along in the memory
of those who heard it with the speech of
Andrew Johnson, as twin arguments against
the r?xoouiva use of minece pi¢ favored with
spirits,

In closing this letter I will call attention
to the fact that the barn-stormer runs up
against one query which is duplicated over
and over again, till it becomes with us the
refrain for a topical song, Itis: “Wheredo
vyou go from here?’ And so as it falls into
rude rythmical shape, I append it here:—
“And where do mf from here? asks the

at our hote
“And where do yougo from here? asks the
boy who answers the ring of our bell.
‘We bave ordered ivewater and towels

son]

A.I!ﬂlﬂr;iltﬂ!ﬂlﬂ.

And our srunks brought up, that the porter
may ask,

“Where do you go from here™

The fireman asks as he buﬂd&tboln.

Andthe ﬂiﬁnw‘:} mhm:'wruusm
e o en ere

Tho bazber who ihaves us sud grasps bis

e who shaves us aud-
As we hurriedly di y i i
With “eall

uors in
elbow

Ven!

“And where do you go from hers?

Till in fancy we & at the last command
Facing our doom with fear; :

Facing the keeper of the gates,

mn mﬂ&ht:mldewﬂl%::gu

says, * yes; yon em lecturers—

" o you go from here?”

E\\-L 5 .
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HE WOULDN'T GO SLOWER.

A Story of Wm. K. Vandorbllt and an En.
gineer on the Maine Centraul,
New York Bumn.)

A pretiy good story is told of Engineer
Bimpson, one of the velerans of the Maine
Central service. Last summer, when Wil-
liam K. Vanderbilt's car was at Mount
Desert Ferry, the general manager of the
Maine Central sent a locomotive down there
to take the car to Portland, whither the
millionaire desired to go. Bimpson was
the engineer, and he pulled the car al
toward Portland st & surprising rahm::
speed. At Brunswick, o stop was made for
water, and while there Mr. Vanderbilt got
out and requested the old engineer not to
drive so fast. Simpson eyed the nabob g
quarter of a minute, and then replied: “I
am running this train under orders from
Euy-un Tcukt er to hehln Pﬁrﬁ.anﬂ 1‘1! at 1:07.

you want fo stop here, o if
want to go toPorfL.nd get in."gﬁr. ‘J::
derbilt got in. i

Unele Portwin (il “the

wow! T
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foot,—Puck,
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up and is still called 8 boy by his neigh-

earefully scan his™

Rather Far From the Reality.

KEEPING CO0L 18 LIPE'S CHIEF AlM

AVANA, March 15—
_ There is no more de-
lightful winter jour-
ney, and none more in-
teresting, either in the
* 0Old World or 1n this,
than & ernise npon our
tropic seas. From
Havans, after 8 week
or ten days in the
Cuban capital, let the
fection of gea travelin a crunise eastward to
Bt, Thomas, then southward arcund the
Leasser Aotilles to Trinidad, on the coast of
Venezuela, and thence along the Spanish
main. At 8t Thomas, at LaGuayra, at
Savanilla, or at Carthagena, one may find &
steamer for New York, or he may go as far
ss Aspinwall, and from there homeward by
the Pacific mail boats, or across the gulf to
New Orleans, .

The cost of the trip would be comparative-
Iy less than a similar time spent in travel-

bills, only oceasionally the hire of a car-
risge, and the excursion tickets are sold at
low fares. Five daysin each week will be
spent at ses, land will seldom be out of vis-
ion, all sorts of places will be wvisited and
some most curions sights may be seen. The
traveler will find & choice of most excellent
ships, consiructed for tropic travel and
calm seas, will be troubled with no gales,
no heavy swells, no cold, no storms and
little seasickness, He will see all the prin-
cipal ports of the West Indies and the north
shore of South Ameriea, snd will find
plenty of rest, pleasurs and novelty.
THE STARTING POINT.

You tske the steamer at Tampa, a little
townsurrounded by orange groves and
sirawberry beds, the southernmost point of
the Florida railway system,and spend & day
at Key West, that curious little camel-
shaped rvock which rises from the ocean
among the Florida reefs.  People generally
sup that Eew West bears about the
same relation to Florida that Long Island
does to New York, or Martha's Vineyard to
Massachusetts, and that the neighbors on
the reef can talk acro ss the channel while
they are banging out their clothes; bat it
ien’tso. The Keyis ss much a “‘forsign

" to all sppearances, as Cuba or New

d, with only a flag and = fortress as

links connecting the mother country with
this posthumous child.

The nearest point to Key West in Florida
is over 90 miles, while the nesrest town is
Tamps, distant 20 hours by sea. You can
run across to Havans, however, any day b
a sailboat, and the result is that t uLns
we own is an asylum for Cuban politicians,
On this barren, scorching reef, for it is noth-
ing more simply a few square miles of coral,
there is n compmet town of comfortless
houses, sheltering from 15,000 to 20,000 peo-
E?a, less than bhalf of them citizens of the

nited States, and the remainder Cubans,
mostly political refugees or fugitives from
justice.

HOTBED OF REVOLUTION,

The Captain General of Cuobs would
sleep essier if Key West should sink into
the sea. Spain does mot want onr litile
island, but it wonld be a relief if this
refuge for disaffected politicians and embryo
filibusters could in some way be ex-
tingnished. The colonies of revolutionists
are a perpetual menace to the Spanish
authority at Havana, and most of the sav-
ings of the Key West rigarmakers are de-
voted to the cause of Cuban indapendence,
being collected regularly on every pay day
by the “‘walking delegates.” e l:rnilaed
Btates officials are kept on the alert for
violations of treaty obligations.

At Key West snmmer is ual, andat
noonday every sonl is ssleep. ¢ cocoanut
trees nod dmui&y and the great banana
leaves droop under the heavy nir. The
flushed sun gilds the smooth trunks of the
ps the hum of the inseots is hushed and
the aker, who sings at his work
while &e morning mist lies upon the land,
seeks the shelter of low-browed roofs,
smokes his cigarette, sips his coffee and lies
down to a siesta. The ple share their
slumber between the dlsy and the night
They work in the urlﬂ morning aud the
evening hours, give their nights to pleasure
“:n the noonday m:ut.

one approaches Cuba from either side,
the island appears to look up out of the sea
like an enormous rock, rising in barren ter-
races uotil the lsndsecape culminatesin &
mountain range that is wild, desolate and
uninhabitable. It looks more like & part of
Greenland than the *'Pearl of the Tropics.”
Cuba is bigger than Maine or Virginia; 760
miles long and quite 100 in some
More than half of itis barren and
not suseeptible of enltivation, as much a
desert as Arizona, but between the monn-
tains and on the slopes to the seas lie
the vallevs which have prodoced more of
value for their acreage than any soil in the
world.
IMAGINATION AT FAULT.

Morro Castle eommands the enirance to
the barbor, by which no vessel is allowed to
pass without a licensed pilot from the city,
and as all pilows shut up shop at sunset, no
vessels can enter the harbor after that honr,
no matier what the weather may be outside.
Morro Castle carries one of the four light-
houses on & coast more than 1,800 uﬁlu
lo!:f, and surrounded by dangerous reefs,
and yet Spain pays
maintain an army in Cuby. This sum is
wrang from the people to pay their op-

MTI» Cuba ]t;.f the hugidnnﬂm is ll’nll of
T women, and sensuous luxury.
The nmdm'?nh is ?u dim“‘;. There is
no ever reenness
shade, but th:'xrglhrpl.rtof the m
o bald and naked ridge of sand; for outside
ol the botanieal ‘{::le:l; and always ueeg:
ing the palms, isn’t & tree in all Cu
big enough to make a saw-log that would
e s ey S
e s of sugar-cane are and dusty;
the mmmm are nml]yz.ll oflob:go
plants; trailing vines are in inaccessible

&
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KEY WEST AND THE CIGAR MAKER |
The Popular Imaginative Ides of Cuba

ing on land, for there would be few hotel |

$24,000,000 & year to
n C

Buqhod; wears ns little
possible, and the lower classes bave
slight regard for the

women commonly wesra calico wrapperand
s pair of slippers upon their stockingless
feat; the Inboring men wear mothing but s
broad sombrero and a pair of trousers, and
tbek edl.lm children usually go entirely
na

get up early in the
coffee and & roll, and §
offices, "At 11 o' ey ref)
homes to bathe and eat their breakfast,
which is the heartiest meal of the day.
Then they take a long nap aond return to
mi:heu about &ku'nlonk in{th&:fhrnoi::
& stores are n even
when the greater p;? nme retail business
is done. All Havana is out st night in the
parks and cafes, or promenading in the
sireets, which swarm with people of all
colors and ages. The gayety ia kzat up
until lon%lﬂm- idnight, when the Cuban
retires to heousor s to the gaming
table. EVEELY CRUMP,

STRANGE TALES,

A Traveler's Marvelons Actount of Tibet
Published in & Chinese Paper.

A Chinese newspaper published in Hong
Eong gives the following marvelous account
of Tibet, which it says has received from a
recent traveler in that country, and pub-
lishes at his request. Tibet, he says, is de-
signated Buddba’s country, and in it there
are lofty, cloud-piercing galleries of pre-
cions things, and buildings of jade, from
which the sound of Pali talk and ringing
of bells flow in harmony through foresta
and valleys, In one part ﬂm&o grows the
tree of perennial , and in another part
is the heaven of perpetnal youth. At
Lhassa there are four tamptqa where the
Dalai Lama is enthroned, and where he
strolls about and enjovs himself. These
temples sre n size, and very beau-
t.ifnt with the daszling splendor of gold
and jade.

In Ulterior Tibet are to be seen three
tempies where the Banchin Lamsa is en-
throned. There the ﬂ:mnf isall in Pah
and is interoreted rding to the Pali
sounds. There are s nine-stoired

which contains an image of Buddhs

king grave and stern among the seven
predious things, towers high into the air.
There umrlu, which are sarronnded
i t olive trees and grape vines,plan
and trained to interwine snd mske a deep
shade, contain strange things from fmi&:
lands. The common belief is that
Banchin Lema is a re-embodiment of Kin-
Sra I euitivat °m i

oyed in cultivating reﬂins
E.im.ull; keeping the mwhﬁu::'hz an
purifying the heart, thoroughly mastering
the reli canons, and abstai from.
all dismipation. The Dalai Lama and the
Banchin Lama are both able to foretell
births snd deaths sod future events, and are
also able to solve all doubts and difficulties

of the future.
All Tibetans slain in battle are honored
by the people with offerings of sweet-scented

flowers. They salute their superiors b
taking off hats and thmltinlg out ﬂlli’l"
tongn e say the

es three times., The peo
climate differs every few miles. g.‘hn panish-
meats are very severe. No matter whether
the crime be .ﬁa }n; trivial, bﬁ mmh T
great or sm: offenders, when ea

are tied up ins dark room withall ¢ dt;
limbs bound, and kept there until

out for trial. Sentences of death are carried
out by binding the criminal fo s pillar and
0 at him with muskets and bows in
a contest for drink, by taking him to 8 cave
swarming with scorpions and allowing the
latter to stirg him, or by banding him over
to be divided and eaten by the savages of
the U mnnt?d The ; ;n:h their da&l ﬁl;
bags made of hides, w ey suspen
seven days from the ridge p,;:lu of their
dwellings, while Lama priests chant the
liturgy, and they are carried to
mountain where the flesh is cut into
thin slices and

wn to the dogs to eat:
this is ecalled the earth interment, The
bones are

'pu] i made into pills about
the size of beans, and given to eagles to eat;
this is called sk

interment. The sick do
not take medicine, but are in the
scorching heat of the sun, with their bodies
daubed all over with butter. Referring, in
conclusion, to the recent war in Sikkim, the
writer eays that the inhabitants have al.
most been annihilated in a war with India,
“but happily the high Imperial Minister
Shing &nh Shan, has gone forth to restore
barmony."

The Craving for the Antique.
New York World.]

A diogy. time-worn, oil painting was sold
in this city a few days ago for $2 B0,
Then it was discovered that the picture was
in a state of sufficient decay to warrant the
report that it was painted by an old master.
Bomebody said it dooked like s Guido, while
somebody else saw in it a on
of Velasquez. Behold the result. The
blurred and ugly canvas is now valoed at
several thousand dollars. Does it please the
artistic sense? Notatall. It simple satis-
fies an absurd eraving for the antique. And
yet here in this oity there are artists whose

intings are things of beauty who ean

v make a living. An ancient daub of
faded colors avails more financislly than
the cleverest of modern landscapes.

The Missing Tip Link.

Oi'm goin' yure way,
Mrs. Conley. Shtep up bebind wid yure
bundle.
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| Pursning at ‘Hot Trail at Pull Bpeed for

Forty-Five Miles,
A GLORIOUS BUT FPRUITLESS CHASE

[WRITTEN FOR THE DISPATCIL)
O threatening was the
siate of affsirs in the
Territories of Wyom-
ing, Montans snd Da-
kota in 1875 that Gen-
eral Crook was called
\ from Arizona and
. placed in command of
the Department of the
Platte. He loft the
Apaches completely
subjugated, practically
disarmed and the en-
tire tribe with all its
ramifications, except one, “herded™ at the
reservations, where every man could be
watched and accounted fof. The excepted
band was the Chirieahua, which the Indisn
Bureau saw fit to consider in the light of
special proteges of its own; gave them un-
usnal facilities for sapplying themselves

. with magazine rifles and ammunition, and

putting on airs at the expense of the less
favored Indians.

That the Chiricahuas should speedily
take advantage of the situation and become
the toughest fribe in Arizona, and do more
murdering and pillaging in proportion to
their numbers than all the others put to-
gether was all a grievous surprise to the
Buresn, but not to the soldiers who had
made acquaintanee with them. However,
except these fellows whom he was forbidden
to touch, General Crock had whipped and
bronght to terms the whole Apache nation,
and now the generai Government sent for
him to try his hand on the Sioux and their
brothers in outlawry—the Cheyennes.

OFF TO THE FRONT.

He had a fierce grapple with them in
March, '76, far up beyond Fort Fatterman
where the mereury stood at 30° below, and
found them seientific fighters, and the finest
light eavalry in the world. His advance
gusrd fought Crazy Horse on “Patrick’s
Day in the morning’’ among the snow drifis
of the dry fork of the Powder river and
found him far too strong and skillful. But
Crook rerlnzred , pushed away until he had
1 the array of the hostiles slong the
foethills on the upper side of the Big Hom
range, and thea found that under Bitting
Ball, Gall, Two Moons, Horse and
others there were probably 10,000 Indians
;:?.irhdul:’t-he lovely valley of the Rose-

Spotted Tail down on the White river, in
the northeastern corner of Nebraska.

It was then that General Sheridan, who
commanded the whole division of the Mis-
souri, urdered the Fifth Ca to go u
sod reinforce the field army of ‘their ol

rizona chief and comrade. We had
marched in overland from Arizona to
Kansas the summer of 75, and were gar-
risoned along the Kansas Pacific Railway.
The order eame by taleg early in June.
‘We were off by rail for Cheyenne the very
pext day, the Lieutenant Colonel com-
manding going ahead and taking me with
him as lﬁuhﬂkﬁ‘h were di:f:g nwthc
Railroad Hoase. Cheyenne depot, after
having selected a camp ground for the com-
paaies that were to arrive that night, whea
a telegram wuas handed him. He broks it
o read it, and almost shouted with de-
light “Hurrah! Bill Cody’s coming!”" and
tossed it over to me.

BUFFALO BILL.

“Buffalo Bill" had long been the chief
scout of the Fifth Cavalry, and was well
known and thoroughly i snd trusted
by every offieer man. It was he who
took me on my first deer hunt, and with bim
;d‘:dtr:l‘ njé ﬂn]t‘.:lnng gallop on the bui-

and w the iment was or-
dered to Arizona with Guﬁ Crook in the
ull of ‘71, it parted most reluciantly from
Cody, who had married and sestled near old
Fort MecPherson, and whose ﬁuniliy could
not bear the ides of his going to “Apache
lsad.”” Yielding to the entreaties of East-
ern show managers after his old comrades
Jeft him, Cody took to the footlights, and
when '76 came around, he had a2 com
of his own, and was doing = thrivin =
ness. He was billed to plsy at Wilming-
ton, Del., on the night of the 5th of Jun
*76, when he read in the paper that his ol
chums, the Fifth Cavalry, were ordered up
to Wyoming, to take a hand in the Sioux
war. Bill not & moment; telegraphing-
for his old place as chief of scouts, he can-
celled his engagements at the close of the

ur days he wonld

in saddle and on the actual warpath
again; paid off his company, and took the
midnight train. Four days afterward T met

him at the Ch ne railway station with
the order establishing him of scouts
of the Black Hills columan.

The next week we were marching north-
ward, and the end of Juse found uin.rking
among the willows and cottonwoods down in
the valley of the South Cheyenne river to
the west and in three easy days’ ride of the
Blsck Hills of Dakota—just west of the
broad Indian trail leading from the reserva-
tion on White river up to Situmg Bull.
Making a wide cirenit we had marched
thither by General SBheridan’s orders to cut
off the constant communication apd truffic
between the hostiles at the front and the
traders and blankgt “Indians’” at the rear,
as well as to prevent further reinforeements
joining the war chiefs by that route.

1IN CAMP.

We were just eight companies strong.
Our new Ccllnn.l, General Julay Merrist,
of the old cavalry corps of the Army of the
Pum-q‘ reached us assumed com-

d. e siekned our horses among the
valley; kept strong ont-

on watch in everv direction ware
praying that the Indians might come.
It md‘bt;o 1st g:f oJ 1)11,& 'l‘!;ﬂ Merritt ljainad
us, An ugh we particulars of
General Cook’s hard fight of June 17 with
the Sioux along the ud, not & word
had come to us of the tragedy of Sunday,
in which Custer and his five pet
had been wiped out of existence
on the banks of the Little Big Horn. But

g

¥
;

i
;
£
38
i

Eg;"
/ é
g.-.-

&fi
g
;

{3
E;g
. §§ :
i
T

:
£
:
]
4
'
b

bushes; away run the men to ' their
tonished and excited horses, and ulnodz
Jess time than it takes to tell it the whole
tlw?ha-ddlcd; the men have “al
carbine and belted on revolver and

there they sit, 50 bronzed, bearded, seasoned
ino‘icllhnch bats and fannel or
shirts, with two war-tried Sep=
gesats, Btanffer and Schreiber, as their
rwiwivdglﬂclu. Iran about utm
n fmanof the ‘ﬁhﬂi pintoon, and
orders “Fours, ri trot,” and away we
g—o:rtthnnghmko-y willows; out past
e deserted cook fires where lies our
neglected breakfust; out throngh the cotton-
woods at the of the water, and then out
upon the , dry, sandy waste of tha
stream bed just as the red disk of the sum
:m over the low ridge, far, far down the

OFF AND AWAT.

m?i‘:eh‘in:ﬂun.;: see is Buffalo Bill, be
[ w roan,

across the sands hio?:ly, and “pg::‘l
bat. “This way! This way!”" he shoats,
and Mason snd I, riding side by side, now,
break into rapid lope, and the whole troop
with carbines grasped in brawny bands,
comes cantering at our heels. ““Whers are
they, Cody?"" shouts the captain.

“'Off yonder somewhere,"” shouts Bill in
reply as be swings his new rifle by the

1 of the stock. ‘‘There are two of the
scouts waving to us on the ridge. I haven's
seen them m Yetatall”

‘We form front into line at the
we clear the bottom, and begin the
ascent to the ridge in question. It isonly
a few hundred yards away. Two or three
of Bill's frontier's men, hired as are
there excitedly waving their hats to us, and
signalling “‘come on.” We confidently ex-
pect to see the game as we dash up to the

ridge, but when we get thers and rein in,
_gurprised, there les a mile wide “swale” ar
Oteyiag Bilfs siguals wo hed crmecii s

¥ 's we croased the

: out southward. Now
the scouts, far shead, are waving “come
on,”" and we veer sonthwestward, but Mason
sternly checks the men who wounld go off in
mad gallop, “T won'thave any horses usad
upin a wild goose chase,” he says *If
there are Indiana in any fores we won'thave
to chase far to catch them, Ilﬂsmma;n!z
a few they are miles sway by this time,
Bill still rides with us, and together we go
at brisk canter this next mile stretch, and
reach the second ridge only to find the two
scouts waving their hats on a third “hog
back™ another mile away—eastward thia
time—and when we have crossed thut they
are at the crest of still another jost ss far
AWAY a8 ever.

1IN HOT PURSUIT.

Baut r cub,
Captain und Lieutenant Reilly
with “I" troop at their heels come riding
alongside, the two companies trotting in

colu and in this order five or
six miles below the bivouse we strike the
Valley of the Cheyenne once more, and still
following our hat-wavers far in the front, go
plunging through the sand. Muson orders »
moment’s halt to waier our steeds under the
willows on the northern bunk; then we go
on sgain, and now, at last, we see something
of the foe we are pursuing. Pony tracks
the dozen cross the stream bed as thmn:z
seurrying in bot haste. Here and there a
bag of provisions, bacon, flour or sugar
(bearing the mark of the Red Clond
Ageney j—a dirty red blanket or some other-
discarded item of impedimenta decks the
soil; but the sconts ars waving ‘‘come op,”
and now we ride at speed.

The next half hour, full trot, we go north-
westward toward a high range of biufis that

the horizon, and, with almost leval
summit, siretches far to the north, Bill has
overtaken two of the scouts, and is giving
them a hearty dnmning for taking us south
of the river at all, but they swear the In-
dians were first sighted on that side and
only took to the stream and furned north-
ward after they had falien back on their
wain body. Their numbers were anywhere
from 30 to 50—''all bucks''—i. e., warriors,
and many of them had ponies loaded with
provisions besides their mounts. In an bour
the foremost scouts declared that the In.
dians counld be seen riding along the rangs
we were approaching, but they kept a
party of aective young warriers well gat to
the rear, who let drive their Winchesters
and- Henrys whenever scouts prassed
them too close, and yet seurrisd away on
their - nimble ponies sz soon as we came
within range. At last we caught sight of
some of them, gxudy and glisteming in war
paint and fulheﬂ. as they rode full speed
::n. the slopes in the beams of the clondless

A FRUITLESS CHASE.

We spurred and pressed on, all ]
to overtuke; we resched the nmnmtha
lofty rlui.ge. and rollnudﬂllt northward two
mortal hours, oceasinnally exehunging a
loag ranze shot or two with their m::uu
riders, and pressing them so hard that sev-
eral of them dropped their cooking kits and
one fellow abandoned his saddle and
blsnkets, but at last noon-day

had trotted, galloped, chased and panted
Jjust about 45 miles, sad never got within
ing distance of them. The trail was
hot,”* but our horses had haa enough
of it, and were fairly worn out. Far down
in the valley to the west, and over along tha
bluffs of the Mini Pusa, weconld see thro
my field glass that other companies of
regiment were halted to rest sfter fruitiess
seurch for the nimble light riders, and at
last Mason sent out word to me to halt and
wait for the main to come up. He
bad directed me, with a few other light
;déﬂillﬂ.tonhlbeludlnlhe chase, and
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Cody had said it was no use going further,
and miles from camp, aad
of breakfast—not that that
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our horses biow.




